THOMAS  RANDOLPH

Colin.      Some melancholy swains about have gone
To teach all zeal their own complexion:
Choler they will admit sometimes, I see,
But phlegm and sanguine no religions be.
These teach that dancing is a Jezebel,
And barley-break the ready way to hell;
The morrice-idols, Whitsun-ales, can be
But profane relics of a jubilee!
These, in a zeal t' express how much they do
The organs hate, have silenced bagpipes, too,
And harmless May-poles, all are rail'd upon,
As if they were the towers of Babylon.
Some think not fit there should be any sport
F th* country, 'tis a dish proper to th' Court,
Mirth not becomes 'em; let the saucy swain
Eat beef and bacon, and go sweat again.
Besides, what sport can in the pastimes be,
When all is but ridiculous foppery?
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From Poems, 1638

From witty men and mad

All poetry conception had.

No sires but these will poetry admit:

Madness or wit.

This definition poetry doth fit:

It is a witty madness, or mad wit.

Only these two poetic heat admits:

A witty man, or one that's out of *s wits.
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